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Drigs in a Poughkeepsie stoneboat! Damned if I understand how the
British Navy got where it is !"
He seemed to get angrier, shaking his fist at the closed door as if
t listened attentively. He even made kicking motions towards it.
* What say ? " he shouted, seeming to think his monologue was in
reality a dialogue. \Vhen no reply was forthcoming, he made as if to
turn and walk away, but wheeled suddenly, as though the door had
given him an insulting answer. " You're a liar," he shouted, " a dirty
liar ! You got all the money in the world, you can build all the ships
you want, but the ships ain't worth a damn, and you ain't got a sailor
that knows how to sail 'ern ! Show me an English-built cutter that can
sail thirteen knots, and I'll buy her and give you fifty pounds bounty
for finding her ! By God, I will, and I got the money to do it, by God ! "
He decided finally that he was through with the door and turned
away in such haste that he bumped into Buell. He looked surprised ;
then wagged an enormous forefinger at us. " You heard me ! Go
spread the word i Go tell 'em Captain Joe Hynson of Maryland, by
God, can prove there ain't a thirteen-knot brig in all England ! Fifty
pounds to any one who can prove different, and here it is ! "
He fumbled in a breeches pocket, clumsily dragged out a wad of
paper money, and shook it in my face. ** There ! Fifty pounds ! Find
me a vessel that can do thirteen knots and it's yours ! "
His breath in my face was like the exudation from a distillery,
'e Well, what you got to say ? You're a sailor, from your looks. Gat
*ot your tongue ? Bet you ten pounds you never even saw a vessel
that could better ten knots ! Come on ! Ten pounds to a knot! Ain't
that a fair offer ? "
Buell gave him an answer. " You're too damned noisy I What you
want to do ? Get us pressed into the British Navy ? "
Hynson clung to me. " For God's sake ! " he cried. ec Americans !
Phis country's overrun with 'em ! They ought to wear red hats, so you
^n tell 'em from the English ! Come on, gentlemen, let's have a
irink"." He looked haughtily at the closed door beside us. ** Not in
there, though 1 Never set foot in the place again. What's more, ihey
won't let me. We'll go some place else."
** To tell you the truth," I said, " we're uneasy while we're in sight
of the Admiralty. We can't afford to be pressed, so if you'll excuse us,
we'll be on our way."
" On your way where ? ** Hynson asked. " London ? If it's Lon-
don, what's your hurry ? Wait for Uncle Joe Hynson and he'll keep
company with you." He drew out a huge chronometer, examined it
carefully ; then added, " Stage-coach goes in half an hour. We'll ride
in the back seat, 'n' sing good old American songs. * Nut-Brown
Maiden/ V all,that! Meanwhile, let's have that little drink! No-